AM warum plangorer: 


Vponthe death of the r1ght Honou- 


rable,Sir Chriſtopher Hatton, Krght,e>c. 


| Lock on apace you troups of ſaddeſt wights, 
Flie faltynto repining Sorrowes Cell, 
Banih your ioyes, abandon all delights, 
And count each pleaſing moment for a hell. 
For he that late d:d moue your ſweete content; 
Eucnnow his chiefeſt fire of life hath ſpent, 


e uſes come maurne,come I Muſes weepe, 
Wayle you the want of fuchan Engliſh Peere: 
Whoſe vertues mightvprayle from deadly flecpe, 
The Ghoaſts of Poets buried many a yecre, 
Whoſe ceaſceles moanes might pearce the azurd skies, 
And till fayre Albion with their wofuilcries. 


Periſhtis the roote from whence ſuch branches ſprang, :_.. 
Dimdis the lightthatgliſtered like che Sunne, 
Whole worthy decdes to euery Region rang, 
Aad hathere {ince his Honour fult begunne., . / 1,» , 
Then you that lou'd the Lord that gaue the H/MDE, , 
Breathe foorth the ſorrowes of your mournful minde, . ; 


Princeps. 


Orro\v is ſeal'd vpon our Pallace gate, + 
And Heanineſſe with dilcontemted Reps, 
Hath choſen S:ghs co be his carefull mate, 
whereby our heart with inward p afſions leaps. 
How can the Members then but beciftreſt, 
Whenas the Head(o highly is oppreſt? 


Our Cedar ſtock hath loſt a liuely branch, - --, 
And Deaththe huntſ-manof our humane race; 
His fterce and egreappetite toſtanch, 


\ Inranging through our Forreſt Syluane chace, 


B 


e M ufarumplaneores. 
Hath ſlaynethe ſpotles HIN DE with cruell ſpichr, 
In whome his Prince repolde a chiefe delight . 


Syluancs approach with mournefull melodie , 

And wooddy Nymphs,thae fitinſpreading bowres: 
With brackiſh teares commix your harmanic, 

To wayle with me both minutes, months,and howres, 
For we haue loſt thatnothing can amend: 
A faythfull ſubiet and a loyall friend. 


Primates. 
Pon the Sea, inthreatning winters frowne, 


Whenriſfing billowes ſtruggle with the winde: 
What ſooner caſts the Sea-mans courage downe, 
Then want of him their Pilot was afſi2nde? 
Such may we call miſfortune of our ſtate, 
Depriu'd the counſel! of a worthy mate. 


If brothers doo lament a brothers death, 

And Nature ioyne the Parent to deplore 
His tender Gnne here of vitall breath: 
If for their young the ſauage beaſts will rore, 
Then Reaſon, Nature, dutic ſnicin one, 
For our graue friend inioyneth vs ro mone, 


The grace he gotby vertue to ariſe, 
Was governed with ſuch an humble minde; 
As on Honours titles could delpiſe, 
Or for his fauour any grudging Gide: 
Such name his wildome alwayes ſought to haue, 
Loucd he liu'd, and honoured to his grauc. 


Populus. 


Lack Sorrowes night with diſmall pitchiecloudes, 
Hath chaſt the comfort of the day from hence, 

Within a hollow toombe our Solace ſhroyds, 

And Deſolation buricth our defence. 


V 


eMuſarum planporess 


For which in teares,in ſighes,inhares diſtreſle, 
We now are forit to ſhew our heauineſle. 


Our crycs were heard,our prayers found remorcc, 
Our helpe ſtood not on lingering delay, 

Pitic in himretaynda grcater ma 
And luſtice walktin Yert»e perfet way : 

Nor meede,nor friendihipeucr could auaylc 

To make our juſt and noble Patron quayle. 


Why iſt not graunted of deuiner powers, 
hat ſuch as beſt maintaines their ſacred lawes, 
Should haue the longeſt daycs and happieſt howers, 


Wherc honour ſpringsby vertues worthiecauſc? . 


But all things precious and of pureſt price 
Forſakes the carth,to dwell abouc | ny 


Muſarum plangores. 


Melpomene. 


I Ot from the ſea (thoughfalr doth hide my breſt) 
But from a flood of teares, banke in with griefe, 
Whereas the black-foot Razer ſought for reſt, 
Icome to menace moane without reliefe: 
My pen is Ebon, and my paperearth, | 
Where I muſt write of honours endles dearth. 


My palled face,my cylids hung with lead, 
he Arches hollow, like che chalkie cliffes, 
My teeth that charters ecchoes fromthe dead, 


Forſt by their ſighes that through cheir ſorrow whitfes, 


Shewes that ſome noble Lord hath left this land, 
Whoſe honourd graces,multiplicd with ſand. 


Ofearths more tarrer is my body made, 
Of waters ſcumume ordayadecotragick tale : 
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And 


eMyuſarum plangores. 

Y et were T harſher, his faire flowering fade 
Would make my fullen nature couch and quaile. 

And ſo my tragick Muſe ſhall fit and write, 

The waſting woethe Commons ſhall indite, 


Polbymmna. 


(Eſc prowd vayn-glorious birds,and buzzing windes, 
My Rethorick'thall perfywade me more © ſing: 
But nealts of Hornets fromeheroteconrindes, © 
A harſher murmure to my ſorrow bring, 
For from the groaues(mchaunted now with care) 


The HINDE 1s wandred: ill the flock doo fare; 


The tongue of Time doth fightles glyde away, 
And caricth Enuze with his ſwitre-foot'courſe, 
His ſpightfull Date hath bronght before'the day; 
An end to Honour(fell without remorle) 
My Rethorick now ſhall be toridgic rocks,  / 


Where Rine feedes inſtead of quict flocks. 


Thequill I latcly plucke from Hermes wing 
Shall write my groaning playnt vntothe skye; 
There iball che'T hroni with their Cenſors ſing, 
His Novleſle and his Honours victory, 
And with this pcrftheburthen I wilt beare; 


Thatall may know how heauetthis prayſedothyteare.: 


E alliope. 


N Ow Phebus Altars crack withrotten weedes, 
None bringethſpices from the Phenix neſt: 
Who diſcontented withthoſe choaking ſeedes, 
Bringsfloods of teares ro dtowne tharnoyſome Feaſt... 
His browes as\mooth, as was his Juorylute, 
Sendslookes for frownings with afwite pi:{ute.' 


This makes me caſt my «Huſicktothe ground, 
And {end {uſa back againetohell, 111i.) + + 


M7 uſarum plan pores.” 
Thenights ſad vip we makes me pleaſant ſound, 
And breedes defire withina caue to dwell: 

For all my Siſters drop theit teares like ſhowers, 
And leaue the pleaſure of dahan bowers. 


Of round Cayi#er quills Tle make apipe, 

And ſing the Swannes laſt ſong vpon this hill : 
For Death doth Honourwith hs tallants gri 

And with his blaſting breath the Bay doth fpill. 
Hereafter what 1 writeihall be in praiſe | 
Of him, his bountie and his vertuous dayes. 


Clo. 


MY ancient bookes of grauenmonumentes 
Are claſpt for euer. yp with duſtic leaues, 
Forin the margentlyes my | {pheenoney | 
How Fate and Dcath of Honour me bercanes, 
Tlechange my late Hiſtoricall intent, 
To write with them whoſe groancstoclay are ſent. 


Yet firſt Ile turne my Penyntoa Spade, 

And chule the entraylesof the puteſt mould, 
Where when I ſcethisnoble Lotd is layd; 

Ile write the reſt my Siſters leaue yntould : 
The ground iÞall be embalm'd with dues breath, 
Whoſe vertue purgeth all contagious earth. | 


Then ſhall my Siſters dannce about his Toombe, 
And with their feete ſhall make awreath of floyers : 
So ſhall his Coarſe be ſtucke with vertuous bloome, 
Shall make the ground [mell like pertumed bowers, v 
And of theſe flowers I will Garlands make, 
Andeuer weare them for his noble ſake. 


Thalia. 
S'Vreeaſing paſtime of my comick pen, 


Ile tune my laughter vnto lowd exclaymes” 
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eMuſarum plangores, 
And tragick teares the floods of ſorrowing men, 
Doo lecke to quench the fire that honour flames. 
My labouring hand doth let my tongue preuaile, 
Totrcate of ſorrow when my mirth doth failc, 


%. 


He ſer my breaſt to Lacns anlcis ſtreame, 
And ſwim vnto Eliean lillie field, 

And in «Ambroſian trees Ile write a Theame, 
Ofall his deedes thae Honour hath vpheld: 

My dwelling is too full of mirth and glec, 

To write the Poems ofa Tragedic. 


To all the Poets thatinhabite there, 
Hauiog their wits refind with heauenly ayre, 


O 


By me his gifts of wiſedome ſhall appeare, 

And they ſhall fing them to the higheſt fayre : 
Then turning backe from whence I came agayne, 
He write of that which hath my plealure ſlayne. 


Euterpe. 
| 


'T He Northerne Hunter b!owes his ycie Horne, 
And bids me lay alide my windie found, 
' Andblackfaſt ſtormes out-btaue the rofte morne, 
And makes her looke as heauic as the ground : 
So like the noyce of froſt and rayne together, 
My cuill founding Muſick tunes with wether. 


Stifte are my fingers like a Marble ſtone, 
Vnfit to mooue a warbling inſtrument : 
My eawnte skinne is ſhriueled to the bone, 
As if my ſenceles Senſes did lament, 
The {lene tale with dumbe deliuerance, 
The paſsion ot fome heauie dire miſchance. 


My congue incorporate with my ſcalding roofe, 
Feares to report the fayling of my h nd, 
a y 
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+ Muſarum plangores. 

My forrowing playmates ſhrink, and kepe a loofe, 
As ifa darth did courr all the land: 

No darth, becauſe it is not barren broughe 


But ye che fruit is cropt which deare] bough t. 
T arpficore. | 


| MY _ is ſtrung with ſtretching Sorrowes ſtrings, 
And Death hath tunde it with his knobbiz bones, 
A ſolemne dump,the Muſick that it ringes, 

Linked in Conſort with deepe fetched groancs, 
For with my Siſters ina Cipres bower, , 
| My Bliſle is Bale, my Swecte tormenting Sower. 


The Summers ſcaſon with her freſh ateyre, 
T hat alwayes vide emuite meto her Pallace: 
Where A did make a pleaſant Quiere, 
Wieh ſundry Laycs to cauſetheir Soueraignes Solace; 
Is nipt with Winter,and her pride is loſt, 
My tingers ſtiffe, my ſcuces numbd with Froft, 


The proſpett that appeareth to my eyes, 
Are wringing handes of ſuch that arcforlorne: 
My carcs are fild with Ecchoes double cries, 
eeding from vnconſtant Fortunes fcorne. 
Thus are my Eyes,my Earcs,my Hand and Heart, 
Made thrall to Sorrowes never dying ſmart. 


Erato. 


T That did meaſure haughty Towers tops, , 
And tooke the compallc of che largeſt ground, 
My Sorrowes headlong courſe no Reaſon ſtoppes, 
And infinite mine agonies abound. 
For that proportion natureritchly framde, 
By Death dillolue'd doth make the Graces blam'd. 


The numbers that adorn'd my ſacred skill, 
Arc now become Decrees of waxing Woe? 


_ _ _—_ 


eMuſarum plangores, 
My ſtudic is diſtreſſe, my bookes doo hall, ... 

And contemplation mak<th dolors growe, 
Becauſc the ſubſtance that I withetofſauc, 
Hath his dunenhon ina ſencelcs graue, 


But ſince the DeFimies haue been ſeuere 
To rob the earth of herallur'd dehght, 
Ile findea place deuoyd of deadly feare, 
To meaſure out a manſon farremore bright, 
Where frec from harmes,or any foule annoy, 
T his Potentateihall haue eternall ioy. 


Urana. 


GG Tue me (at laſt fayre Siſters) Icauc to ſpeake, 
Me thinkes you thould not wiltully repine, 
Or with extremities your ducties breake, 
When as the glorieand the gayne is mine: 
Te gricues not me, whenought accords your will, 
Your ouerflowing mirth, my ioyes doth fill. 


Draw in your tearcs and let your ſighes ſurceaſe, 
Exile cxclaymings from your drouping harts 
For with his death his Honours doth increaſe. 
And though the earth contaynes his humane parts, 
Yet {hall his ſoule made pure.with heauenly ayre, 
R eceme the guerdon of his Vertuous Care. 


The ſtarres bright eye ſhall guide his happie feete, 
The ſunge of gladnes ſhine vpon his face, 
The glorious Planets where ſoere they mcete, 
Within thcir ſhining armes his ſoule embrace. 
So that although his mortall dayes doo'wayne, 
Diſpayre noe vilters2rearer ishisgayne., 


F I N 1 S.'R.Ihonton. Sa: 


Y a nn. El. 


